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The T aming of the Shre 

Hor.So will I figniour Gremioibm* wordl pray :Though the na. 
tureof ourquarrell yccncuer brook'd Parlc,knownow vpon ad. 
uice,ittouchech vs both: that we may yet againe haue accelfete 
toourfairc Millris , and be bappienuaisin Bianca's loue.tola. 
hour and cfFeft one thing fpecially. 
qre. What'* that I^ray > 

‘Hor. Marrie fir to get a husband for her Sifter. 

Grc. A husbandra diudl. 

Hor . I fay a husband. 

Grc. I fay, a diuell : Thin k’ilthou Horenjio, though her father 
be veric rich, any man is fo verie a foole to be married to hell t 
Hor. Tulh Gremio : though it palTc your patience & mine to 
endure her lowd alarums, why man there be good fellowesinthe 
world, and a man could light on them, would take her with all 
faulcs, and mony enough. 

Gre . I cannot tell : but l had as lief take her dowric with this 
condition) To be wiiipt at the highcrollceuerie morning. 

Hor. Faith (as you fay) there’s (Vnall choice in rotten apples: 
but come, fince this bar in law makesvs friends, it !h Jibe fo fart 
forth friendly maintain’d, till by h;ipi«g B .tpt iftas eldcft daugh. • 
ter to a husband , wee let his yongeit free feta hulband, and then 
hauetoo t’afrcQj ; Swcctc Bianca, happy man be his dole: he that 
runnes fafteft, gets the Ring: How lay you fignior Gremio f 
grem. I am agreed, and would I had giuen him the bell horft 
in Padua to begin his woing that would thoroughly 'woe her, 
wed her, and bed her, and ridde the houfe of her. Come on. 

Exeunt ambo. Manet Trauio and Lucestic, 

Tra. I pray fir tel me, is it pofliblc 
That louc fiiould of a fodainc take fuch hold. 

Luc, Oh T ranio till I found it to be true, 
IneucrthoughtitpolTible orlikely. 

But fee, while idcly I flood looking on, 

I found the effeft of louc in idlcnellc. 

And now in plainclTe do confcffc to thee 
That art to mcc as fecrct and as dccre 
A s >Anna to the Quecne of Carthage was : 

Tran to I burnc, I pine, IpcriftlT" ranio. 

If 2 atchueicuc not this yong model! gyrle: . 

Counfail* ; 


The Taming} of the Shrew* 

Counfailme Tranio, foil know thoucanft : 

Aflillme Tranio, for 1 know thou wilt. 

Tra. Mailer it is no time to chide you now, 

Affetf ion is not rated from the heart : 

Jf louc haue touch’d you, naughtrcmaincs but fo, 
Redime te c apt am quam queas minimo. 

Luc. GramerciesLad : Go forward, thiscontents. 

The reft will comfort, for thy counfels found. 

Tra. Mailer, youlook’d folongly on the maide, 
Perhaps you mark’d not what's the pith of all. 

Luc. Oh yes, I law fweetebeaurie in her face, 
Suchasthc daughter of tyfgenorhzd, 

That made great Ioue to humble him to her hand. 

When with his knees he kill the Cretan (trend. 

Tra. Sawyou no more? mark’d you not how her lifter 
Began to fcold, and raife vp fuch a ftorme. 

That mortal eares might hardly indurc the din. 

Luc. Tranio, Ifawhcrcorralllipstomouc, 

And with her breath fhedid perfume the ayre. 

Sacred and fweete was all I faw in her. 

Tra. Nay, then ’tis time to ftirre him from histrance 2 
I pray you awake fir: if you louc the Maide, 

Bend thoughts and wits toatchieucher. Thus it {lands : 
Her elder filler is fo curft and (brew'd, 

That till the Father rid his bands of her, 

Mali er, your loue mullliueamaideat home, 

And therefore has heclofcly meu’d her vp, 

Becaule (he will not be annoy’d with fuiters. 

Luc. Ah Tranio, what a cruell Fathers he; 

But art thou not aduifd, he tooke«fomc care 

get her cuning Schoolcmallers toinflruft her, 

Tra. I marrie am I fir, and now ’tis plotted. 

Luc, Ihaueit7Vwm>. 

Tra. Mailer, for my hand. 

Both our inuentions meet and iumpe in one. 

Luc. Tell me thine firft. 

Tra. You will be fchoolc- mailer, 

And vndertake the teaching of the maids 
Thatsyourdcuice. 



